yo                London in My Time
an adieu to an age. Piccadilly and Leicester
Square survive, as bright as ever they were;
but the selfconscious gaiety and that note which
caused music-hall comedians to smirk when
they mentioned them, are gone. To-day,
Leicester Square is clean and lively, and on a
Spring morning it is one of the most pleasant
spots of the town. Entertainment is there, but
of a fresher, more sensible kind, and people of all
sorts frequent it at all hours of day and night.
It is within my not-too-aged recollection that
at one time women alone at night went some
way round to avoid passing through it.
In place of the old type of lounge, in which
women only of a "certain type" were seen,
we have the hotel lounge. As America has cap-
tured our entertainment industry, and taken
the marrow out of our colloquial talk and
substituted trans-Atlantic zest, so it has imposed
upon us the American feature of the hotel
lounge, which in every American town is every-
body's rendezvous. It can be, and is, put to
many uses. Peoplersit in it, and stand in it,
and think in jit, and walk in it, and meet their
friends, or day-dream in it. There seems to be
only one thing people don't do in a hotel
lounge. They may sit, but they don't lounge.
Only once have I seen a man actually lounging
in the lounge, with all his limbs at disorderly
ease; and it turned out that he was drunk, and